RALPH    RASHLEIGH
The sailors needed no warning that foul play was intended,
for, at Tocalli's signal, each of the blacks had seized one
of them, and they were about to imitate their chief when
the unexpected report of the gun and the fall of Tocalli
startled, them for an instant, giving the sailors time to break
loose and retreat to their boats.
The captain was calling to them to come back, when
Rashleigh interposed, suggesting that they should make for
the ship with all speed and return with arms; the sailors
having been so deluded by the apparent friendliness of the
blacks that they had come ashore without so much as a
pistol or a cutlass among them. The skipper had only time
to shout his orders to his men before the blacks, enraged at
the death of their chief, closed together and rushed at the
white men with spears, boomerangs and clubs, which had
been brought by reserves who had been hiding in the thicket
that fringed the beach. The first volley of spears brought
down one of the sailors, but before they could bring the
fight to close quarters Rashleigh fired into them with both
barrels of his gun, and, as they paused, blazed at them with
his pistol. This treatment at the hands of the mysterious
carandjie terrified the leaderless warriors, who turned tail
and fled to the cover of the thicket. There they remained,
and no further incident occurred before the boat's crew
returned with a supply of arms, and with the cheering
information that the ship was now almost afloat on the rising
tide. A pull or two on the forrard anchor they said, and the
schooner would be riding free.
The captain's first thought was for his ship, and he at
once proposed that they should all return to her and get
her clear of the bank. Rashleigh volunteered his help, offer-
ing to remain and stand guard over the stores, provided they
would leave with him the arms they had brought ashore.
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